Sail away, 0 ship, Bearing my love !
That is what I repeat to myself. Is it sailing ? M. le Professeur, as you see, has an ornamental stock of sacred and lyrical quotations, like a Pont-Neuf virtuoso.
Who knows ? perhaps my destiny will plant me there some day ! As the marble statue of a President of the Republic, or as a blind man with a clarionet, a plate and a dog ? Which would be best ? An honest man may well hesitate nowadays !
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